AND                                     21

And thus I passed out of Torres Strait before the
dusk settled on its waters. Just as a clear sank
ahead of my ship 1 took a bearing of a little islaad for a
fresh departure, an Insignificant crumb of dark earths
lonely, like an advanced sentinel of mass of broken
land and water, to watch the approaches from the side
of the Arafura Sea. But to me it a hallowed spot,
for I knew that the Endeavour had been hove to off it
in the year 1762 for her captain, whose name was James
Cook? to go ashore for half an hour. What he could
possibly want to do 1 cannot imagine. Perhaps only
to be alone with his thoughts for a moment. The
dangers and the triumphs of exploration and discovery
were over for that voyage. All that remained to do
was to go home, and perhaps his great and equable soul,
tempered in the incessant perils of a long exploration*
wanted to commune with itself at the end of its task. It
may be that on this dry crumb of the earth's crust which,
I was setting by compass he had tasted a moment of
perfect peace. I could depict to myself the famous
seaman navigator, a lonely figure in a three-cornered hat
and square-skirted laced coat, pacing to and fro slowly
on the rocky shore, while in the ship's boat, lying off on
her oars, the coxswain kept his eyes open for the slight-
est sign of the captain's hand.

Thus the sea has been for me a hallowed ground*
thanks to those books of travel and discovery which.
have peopled it with unforgettable shades of the masters
in the calling which, in a humble way, was to be mine,
too; men. great In their endeavour and in hard-won
successes of militant geography; men who went forth
each according to his lights and with varied motives,
laudable or sinful, but each bearing in his breast a spark
of the sacred fire.